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ACT I SCENE I. 
A Hall in Mr, Heartly's Houſe, 
Erter Sir Charles Clackit, bis Nephew, and 


Servant. 


LE ASE to walk this way, Sir, 
Serv. In his drefling-room, Sir. 


7. Clackit, Let him know then 


Sir Char. Pr'ythee be quiet, Jack; when I am 
Tis proper and decent. 


n company let me direct. 
Y. Clactit. I am dumb, Sir. 


bim. 
Serv. 1 ſhall, Sir 


vou ſpeak ? 
Y. Clackit. Is it proper and decent, uncle? 


eption to the general rule, 


noſt humble ſervant. 
Sir Char, Ay, ay, 


roofs, 


ut urging me to the indelicacy of repeating em. 


ramiſing legs. Have you no better proofs ? 


alf a hundred. 
Hir Char. Out with them then. 


* 


certain fign of love. 

Sir Char, The devil it is ! 

ive; and the moment I get up to leave her, then 
* poor thing beging—* Why will you leave me, 


HEMT * 


Sir Cbar. Where is your maſter, friend? 


Sir Char, Tell Mr. Heartly, his friend and neigh- 
our, Sir Charles Clackit, would ſay three words to 


[ Exit. 
Sir Char. Now nephew, conſider once again, be- 
ore | open the matter to my neighbour Heartly, 
what lam going to undertake for you. Why don't 


Sir Char. Pſhaw! dont be a fool—but anſwer 
e—don't you flatter yourſelf, What aſſurance 
ave you that this young lady, my friend's ward, 
js a liking to you? the young fellows of this age 
re ali coxcombs, and, I am afraid, you are no ex- 


V. Clackit. Thank you uncle—but may I this in- 
tant be ſtruck old and peeviſh, if I would put you 
pon a falſe ſcent to expoſe you for all the fine Wo- 
nen in chriitendom.—l afſure you again and again, 
nd you may take my word, uncle, that Miſs Har- 
jet has no kind of averſion to your nephew and 


Vanity !J=——yanity\o— 
ut | never take a young fellow's word about wo- 
nen; they'll lye as faſt, and with as litle con- 
cence, as the Bruſlels Gazette, —Produce your 


Ii Clactit. Can't your eyes ſee em, uncle, with- 


Sir Char. Why 1 ſee nothing but a fool's head 
nd a fool's coat, ſupported by a pair of moſt un- 


L. Clackie. Yes, I have, my good infidel uncle, 
V. Clackit, Firſt then whenever I ſee her, ſhe 
ever looks at me. That's a ſign of love..- When- 
ver | ſpeak to her, ſhe never anſwers me —-ano- 


et ſign of love. — And whenever 1 ſpeak to any 
dy elſe, the ſeems to be perfectly caſy,— That's 


V. Clackit. When I am with her, ſhe's always 


. Clackitz can't you ſacrifice a few moments to 


my baſhfulneſs—ftay, you agreeable runaway, ftayy 
I ſhall ſoon overcome the fears your preſence gives 
me. —1 cou'd ſay more—But a man of honour, 
uncle—— | 

Sir Char. What, and has ſhe 
to you,? ; 

Y. Clackit. O yes, and ten times more—with 
her eyes. 

Sir Char. With her eyes — Eyes are very equi» 
vocal, Jack, —However, if the young lady has any 
liking to you, Mr, Heartly is too much a man of 
the world, and too much my friend, to oppoſe the 
match; ſo do you walk into the garden, and I will 
open the matter to him. | | 

Y. Clac bit. Is there any objection to my ſtaying, 
uncle? The buſineſs will be ſoon ended.—You will 
propoſe the match, he will give his conſent, I ſhall 
give mine, Miſs is ſent for, and Paffair e fait. 

bx ' | Snapping bis finger. 

Sir Char. And ſo you think that a young beauti- 
ful heireſs, with forty thouſand pounds, is to be 
had with a ſcrap of French, and a ſnap of your fin- 
ger. — Pr'ythee get away, and don't provoke me. 

F. C:uckit. Nay, but my dear uncle 

Sir Char. Nay, but my impertinent Nep 
either retire, or I'll throw up the game. | 

_ -- | Putting bim out. 

Y. Clackit. Well, well, 1 am gone, uncle—When 
you come to the point, I ſhall be ready to make my 
appearance, — Bon woyage / { Exie. 

Sir Char, The devil's in theſe young fellows, I 
think. - We ſend em abroad to cure their ſheepiſh- 
neſs, and they get above proof the other way. 

Enter Mr. Heartly. 
— Good-morrow to you, neighbour, 

Heart. And to you, Sir Charles, I am glad to ſee 
you fo ſtrong and healthy. 

Sir Ghar. I can return you the compliment, my 
friend—without flattery, you don't look more than 
thirty-five; and, between ourſelves, you are on the 
wrong fide of forty—-but mum for that. | 

Heart. Eaſe and tranquility keep me as you-ſee. 

Sir Char. Why don't you marry neighbour? A 
good wife would do well for you. Vi 

Heart. For me? you are pleaſed to be merry Sir 
Charles. 

Sir Char, No, faith, I am ſerious, and had I a 
daughter to recommend to you, you ſhould fay me 
nay more than once, I afſure you, neighbour Heart- 
ly, before I would quit you, 

Hart. I am much obliged to you. 

' Sir Char. But indeed, you are a little too much 
of the philoſopher, to think of being troubled with 
women and their concerns. 

Heart. I beg your pardon, Sir Charles Tho* 
there are many, who call themſelves philoſophers, 
yet that live ſingle, and perhaps are in therightof it, 
i cannot think that marriage is «t all inconſiſtent. 


% 


oy 


ſaid all theſe things 


hew, 


net BB —— 


he 

1 
* 
| 
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? 
[> 
? 


in this affair: but indeed, he has pertuazded me in a 


with true philoſophy.— A wiſe man will reſolve to 
live like the reſt of the world, with this only dif- 
ference, that he is neither a ſlave to paſſions nor 
events. —It is not becauſe I have a little philoſo- 
phy, but becauſe I am on the wrong fide of forty, 
Sir Charles, that I deſire to be excuſed [Smiling 

Sir Ctar. As you pleaſe, Sir, —and now to my 
buſineſs.— Vou have no objection, I ſuppoſe, to tie 
up your ward, Miſs Harriet, though you have 
flipped the collar yourſelf —ha! ha! ha! | 

Heart. Quite the contrary, Sir; 1 have taken 
her ſome time from the boarding-ſchool, and 
brought her home, in order to diſpoſe of her wor- 
thily, with her own inclination, 

Sir Char. Her father, 1 have heard you ſay, re- 
commended that particular care to you, when the 
had reached acertain age. 

Heart. He did ſo—and I am the more deſitous to 
obey him ſcrupulouſly in this circumſtance, as ſhe 
will be a moſt valuable acquiſition to the perfon 
who ſhall gain her—for, not to mention her 
Fortune, which is the leaſt conſideration, her ſenti- 
ments re worthy her birth; the je gentle, modeſt, 
and obliging.—In a word, my friend, I never ſaw 
youth more amiable or diſcreet—but perhaps I am 
a little partial to her. 

Sir Char, No, no, ſhe is a delicious creature, 
every body ſays ſo.— But I believe, neighbour, 
ſomething has happened that you lictle think of. 
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Heart. What, pray, Sir Charles? 
Sir Char. My nephew, Mr. Heartly —— 
Enter Young Clackit. | 

7. Ciackit. Here I am, at your ſetvice.— My uncle 
3s a little unhappy in his manner; but I'll clear the 
matter in a moment—-Miſs Harriet, Sir—your 
ward 

Si- Char. Get away, you puppy! 

Y. Clackit. Miſs Harriet, Sir, your ward -a moſt 
accompliſh'd young lady, to be fure———< _. 

Sir Char. Thou art a moſt accompliſh'd coxcomb, 
to be ſure. 

Heart. Pray, Sir Charles, let the young gentle- 
man ſpeak. 

Y. Clackit. You'll excuſe me, Mr. Heartly—my 
uncle does not ſet up for an orator—a little con- 
fuſed, or ſo, Sir— you ſee me What | am—but 1 
ought to aſk pardon for the young lady and my- 
ſelf.-We are young, Sir—l muſt confeſs we were 
wrong to conceal it from you—but my uncle, I ſee, 
is pleaſed to be angry, and therefore I ſhall ſay no 
more at preſent. 

Sir Char. If you don't leaye the room this mo- 
ment, and ſtay in the garden, till I call ou 

Y. Clactit. I am ſorry 1 have difpleaſed you—e]} 
did not think it was mal-a-prepos; but you muſt 
Have your way uncle=you command==l {ubmit— 
Mr. Heartly, yours, Exit. Young Clackit. 

Sir Char. Puppy! A My nephew's a little 
unthinking, Mr. Heartly, as you ſee, ani therefore 
I have been a little cautious how 1 have proceeded 


manner, that your ward and he are not ill to- 
gether. 

Heart. Indeed! this is the firſt notice I have had 
of it, and I cannot conceive why Miſs Harriet 
ſhould conceal it from me; for 1 have often aſſured 
her, that 1 wovld never oppoſe her inclination, 
though I might endeavour to direct it, 

Sir Char. Tis human nature, neighbour—we 
are ſo aſhamed of our firſt paſſion, that we would 
willingly hide it from ourſelves—but will you men- 
tion my nephew to her? | 


| 


ladies and gentlemen grove over=nice and & 


the name of the gentleman wihym ſhe uſes, myq 
firſt come from herſelf—my advice or importunit 
ſhall never influence her: if guardians would 1, 
leſs rigorous, young people would be more reafy;. 
able; and I am fo unfaſhionable to think, ths 
happineſs in marriage can't be bought ton dear, 
am Mill on the wrong file of forty, Sir Charles, 


Sir Char. No, no—you are right, neighbour. ] 
but here ſhe is—don't alarm her young heart 16, t 
much, I beg of you--upon my word, the is a ſw * 
morſel. 0 

Enter Miſs Harriet and Lucy. 
Miſs Har. He is with company—I'II ſpeak u ] 


him another time. [ Retiring 

Lucy. Young, handſome, and afraid of beine 
ſeen.— Vou ate very particular, Miis. f 
Heart. Miſs Harriet, you muſt not go.—[ Han 
returns.] Sir Charles, give me leave to introduce 
you to this young Jaty.—f [ntroduces her.] you 
know, I ſuppoſe, the reaſon of this gentl:man' 
viſit to me ? To Harries 

Mifs Har. Sir! [Confuſed.] | 
Heart. You may truſt me, my dear; [ Smiling, |= 
don't be diſturb'd, I ſhall not reproach you with 
any thing but keeping your wiſhes a ſecret from ne 
ſo long. 5 
Miſs Har. - Upon my word, Sir.— Lucy 


Lucy. Well, and Lucy! I'll lay my lite * 
a treaty of marriage. — Is that ſuch a dread © 
thing? oh, for ſhame, Madam! young ladies d 
faſhion are not frightened at ſuch things e 
a days, | * 

Heart. to Sir Char, We have gone too far, Sl ? 
Charleg—we muſt excuſe her delicacy, and gin d 
her time to recover, J had better talk with he bn 
alone; we will l-ave her now—be perſuaded thit K 
no endeavours ſhall be wanting on my part, t? 
bring this affair to a happy and a ſpeedy con 
cluſion. f 

Sir Char. I ſhall be obliged to you, Mr, Heart N 
Iy.—Voung lady, your ſervant.--- What grace anl 
modeſty ! ſhe is a moſt engaging creature, and | - 
Mall be proud to make her one of my family. N 

Heart. You do us honour, Sir Charles. 0 

Exeunt Sir Charles ard Heortl, « 

Lucy. Indeed, Mits Harriet, you are very part 
cular; you are tired of the boarding-ſchool, ali , 
yet ſeem to have no inclination to be married.-- n 
What can be the meaning of all this? -w g. 
{mirking old gentieman is uncle to Mr. C!:cki8il , 
and, my lite for it, he has made ſome propotalst q 
your guardian. | fr 

NMI Har. Pr'ythee don't plague me about H;, 
Clackit! b: L 

Lucy. But why not, Miſs? tho' he is a litt 1 
fantaſtical, loves to hear himſelf talk, and | 
ſomewhat ſelt- ſufficient; you muſt conſider he 1. 
young, has been abroad, and keeps good co +, 
pany-— the trade will ſoon be at an end, it en 


ceptious. 

Miſs Har. But if 1 can find one without th 
faults, I may ſurely pleaſe myſelf. | 
| Tg. Without theſe faults! and is he you 

ifs ? 

Miſs Har. He is (ſenſible, modeſt, polite, af 
ble, and generaus; and charms from the na 
impulſes of his own heart, as much as others ® 
guſt by their ſenſeleſs airs, and inſolent affectat. 

Lucy. Upon my word !—But why have you 
this ſecret ſo long ?=Your guardian is Kind 


Etart. 1 muſt beg your pardon, Sir Charles 


you beyond conception... What difficulties cab 
have te overcome? 
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Miſi Har. Why the difficulty of declaring my 


ſentiments. 
Lucy. Leave that to me, Miſs.—But your ſpark, 
with all his accompliſhments, muſt have very little 


penetration not to have diſcovered his good fortune, 


in your eyes. 

Miſs Hor. I take care that my eyes don't tell too 
much ; and he has too much delicacy to interpret 
looks to his advantage, 
tainly diſapprove my paſſion ; and if I ſhould ever 
make the declaration, and meet with a denial, 1 
hould abſolutely die with ſhame. 

Lucy. V'il enſure your life for a ſilver thimble.— 
But what can poſſibly hinder your coming together? 

Miſs Har. His exceſs of merit. 

Lucy. His exceſs of a fiddleſtick!— But come, 
I'll put you in the way !—you ſhall truſt me with 
the lecret ; I'll entruſt it again to half a dozen 
friends, they ſhall entruſt it to half a dozen more, 
by which means it will travel half the town over in 
a week's time; the gentleman will certainly hear of 
it, and then if he is not at your feet in the fetch- 


ing of a ſighy I'll give up all my perquilites at your 


wedding, — What is his name, Miſs ? 

Miſs Har. I cannot tell you his name—indeed | 
cannot; 1 am afraid of being thought too ſingular. 
hut why ſhould] be aſhamed of my paſſion ? Is the 
impreſſion which a virtuous character makes upon 
our hearts ſuch a weakneſs that it may not be ex- 
culed ? 

Lucy. By my faith, Miſs, I can't underſtand 
you: you are afraid of being thought fingular, and 
you really are ſo :—I would fooner renounce all the 
paſſions in the univerſe than have one in my boſom 
beating and fluttering itſelf to pieces.—Come, 
come, Miſs, open the window, and let the poor 
devil out. 

Enter Heartly. 

Heart. Leave us, Lucy. 

Lucy. There's ſomething going forward — “tis 
very hard 1 can't be of the party. (Exit, 

Hart. She certainly thinks, from the character 
of the young man, that I ſhall diſapprove of her 
choice, 8 [Alide. 

Miſs Har. What can I poſſibly fay to him ? 1 
am as much aſhamed to make the declaration, as he 
would be ta underſtand it. 

Heart, Don't imagine, my dear, that I would 
know more of your thoughts than you defire ! 
ſhould; but the tender care which 1 have ever 
ſhewn, and the fincere friendſhip which I ſhall al- 
ways have for you, give me a fort of right to en- 
quire into every thing that concerns vou,—Some 
friends have ſpoken to me in particular—but that 
is not alle] have lately found you thoughttul, ab- 

ent, and diſturbed z— be plain with me—has not 
omebody been happy enough to pleaſe you ? 
, Miſs Har. I cannot deny, Si:—ve*,—ſomebody 
ndeed has pleaſed me z—but 1 mutt intreat you 


dot to give credit to any idle ſtories, or enquire far-! 


ther into the particulars of my inclination ; for ! 


Beſides, he would cer- | 
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relieve you from it immediately. I am informed of 
the whole 

Miſs Har. Sir! 
| Heart. Don't be uneaſy, for I can with pleaſure 
aſſure you, that your paſſion is returned with'equal 
tenderneſs. 

Miſs Har. If you are not deceived] cannot be 
more happy». 

Heart. 1 think I am not deceived ;—bvyt, after 
the declaration you have made, and the aſſurances 
which I have given you, why will y-u conceal it 
any longer? Have I not deſerved a li:tle more con- 
fidence from you? 

Miſs Har. You have indeed deſerved it, and 
| ſhould certainly have it, were 1 not well aſſured that 
you would oppoſe my inclinations. 

Heart, I oppoſe 'em! Am ten ſo unkind to 
you, my dear? Can you in the leaſt doubt of my 
ffection for you !—] promiſe ou that 1 have no 
will but yours, 

Miſs Har. Since you defire it then, Iwill endea- 
; your to explain myſelf. 
| Heart. | am all attention ;—ſpeak, my dear. 

\ Miſs Har. And it I do, I feel I ſhall never be 
| able to ſpeak to you again, ; 

| Heart. How can that be, when I ſhall agree with 
you in every thing ? | 

| Miſs Har. Indeed you won't : pray let me retire 
to my own chamber—I am not weil, Sir. 

Heart. I ſee your delicacy is hurt, my dear: but 
let me intreat you once more to contide in me.— 
Tell me his name, and the next moment I will go 
to him, and allure him, that my conſent ſhall con- 
firm both your happineſs. 

Miſs Har, You will eaſily find him—and when 
you have, pray tell him how improper it is for a 
young woman to fpezk firſt. perſuade him to ſpare 
my bluſhes, and to releaſe me from fo terrible a 
fituation—T ſhall leave him with you—and hope 
that this declaration wil! make it impoſſible for you 
to miſtake me any longer. 

[ Harriet is going, bur upon ſecing V. Clackit, 
remains upon the ſtage. 

Heart, Are we not alone? What can this mean? 
| | [ Aſide. 
i T. Clackir. Apropos, faith! Here they are toge- 
|ther. 

Iſ:art. I did not ſee him ;—but now the riddle's 
explained. Ade. 
; Miſs Har. What can he want nos — This is 
the moſt ſpite ful interruption. Lide. 
| T, Clackit, By your leave, Mr, Heartly— 

[Cees him to go to Harriet. 
— Have I caught you at lait, my divine Hartiet !— 
Well, Mr. Heartly, ſans fag;-r—Burt what's the 
matter, ho !-—Things look a !i'itle gloomy here; 
—one mutters to himſelt, an gives me no anſwer, 
and the other turns the head, and winks at me. 
| How the devil am | to interpret all this ? 
Miſs lar. 1 wink at you, Sir! Did I, Sir? 
F. Clackit. Yes, you, my angel but mum. 


* 
7 
* 


f 


cannot pe:libly have reſolution enough to ſay more Mr. Hearily, for Heaven's fake, what is all this ? 


to you. 


Heart. But have you made a choice, my dear? 


Miſs Ilar, 1 have, in my own mind, Sir; and 


Speak, 1 conjure you, is it lite or death with me? 
Ai lar. What a dreadfui fituation 1 am in! 
| TY. C!acair. Hope for the vell—l'il bring mate 


dv, c : 
tis impoſſible to make a better ;—reaſon, honour, ters about, I warrant you. 


every thing muſt approve it, 


Heart. And how long have you conceived this 
paſſion? 


Miſs Har. Ever ſince I left the country—to live 
with you. | Ligbs. 


Heart. 1 ſee your conſuſien, my dear, and will 


Heart. You have both cf you great reaſon to be 
ſatisſied.— Nothing ſhall oppote your ha; pineſs. 

Y. Clackit. Bravo, Mr, Heartiy! 

Heart. Miſs Harriet's wilt is a law to me; and 
ſor you, Sir-=the friencfhip which 1 have ever pro- 
ſeſſed for your uncle is too finc*te nat to exert ſome 
of it upon this ccesſion. 


_— 
 _— 


& 
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has no fooliſh prejudices, and can fee when a young 


2% Har. 1 would wiſh it, Sir —for be aſſur'd, 
that 1 never in my life had the leaſt thought 
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Miſs Hur. I ſhall die with confuſion! [ Afide. 

T. Clackit. I am alive again, -Dear Mr. Heartly, 
thou art a moſt adorable creature! What a happi- 
neſs it is to have to do with a man of ſenſe, who 


fellow has ſomething tolerable about him. 

Heart. Sir, not to flatter you, I muſt declare, 
that it is from a knowledge of your friends and fa- 
mily, that I have hopes of ſeeing you and this young 
lady happy. I will go directly to your uncle, and 
aſſure him that every thing goes on to our 1 

oing · 

Miſs Har. Mr. Heartly—pray, Sir! , 

Heart. Poor Mils Harriet, | ſee your diſtreſs, 
and am ſorry for it; but it muſt be got over, and 
the ſooner the better, — Mr. Clackit, my dear, 
will be glad of an opportunity to entertain you, for 
the little time that J ſhall be abſent Poor Miſs 
Harriet! [ Smiling. ] [ Exit. Heartly. 

Y. Clackit. Alex, allez, monfieur !-\'Il anſwer 
for that—well, Ma'am, I think every thing ſucceeds 
to our wiſhes ;—be ſincere, my adorable—don't you | 
think yourſelf a very happy young lady ? 

Miſs Har. I ſhall be moſt particularly obliged to 
you, Sir, if you would inform me what is the mean- 
ing of all this. 

Y. Clactit. Inform you, Miſs !=—the matter, I 
believe, is pretty clear—our friends have und#r- 
ſtanding—we have affeRions—and a marriage fol- 
lows of courſe. 


Miſs Har. Marriage, Sir. Pray what relation or| 


3 connexion is there between you and me, 
ir! 
Y. Clackit. I may be deceiv'd faith but upon my 
honour, 1 always ſuppoſed that there was a little 
ſmatt'ring of inclination between us. 
Miſs Har, And have you ſpoke to my guardian 
upon this ſuppoſition, Sir? 


T. Clackit. And are you angry at it? I believe] Jack ? not poutine, ſure, before your time. 
not. [ Smiling] Come, come, I believe not—| 


'tis delicate in you to be upon the reſerve. | 

Miſs Har. Indeed, Sir, this behaviour of yours 
is moſt extraordinary, 

F. Clackit. Come, come, my dear, don't carry 
this jeſt too far, e trep po, e troppo, mia carriſſima.— 
What the devil, when every thing is agreed upon, 
and uncles and guardians, and ſuch folks have given 
their conſent, why continue the hypocriſy ? 

Miſs Har. They may have conſented for you; 
but I am miflrefs of my affections, and will never 
diſpoſe of em by proxy. ; 

Y. Clackit. Upon my foul this is very droll— 
what! has not your guardian bgen here this mo- 
ment, and expreſied all imaginable pleaſure at our 
igtended union ? 

Miſ: Har. He is in an error, Sir—and had I not 
been too much aſtoniſhed at your behaviour, I had 
unfdeceiv'd him long before now. 

Y. Clackit. | Humming @ ture.) But, pray, Miſs, 
to return to bufineſs—what can be vour intention 
in, raiſing a!l this confuſion in the family, and op- 
poling your own inclinations ? 

Miſs Har. Oppoſing my own inclinations, Sir? 

Y. Clackit. Ay, oppoſing your own inclinations, 
Madam — do you know, child, if you carry on 
this farce any longer, I ſhall begin to be a little 
angry? | 


about you. 8 
Y. Clackit, Words, words, word 


R DI AN. 

Miſs Har. Don't make yourſelf ridiculous, M. 
Clackit. 

Y. Clackit, Don't you make yourſelf miſerable, 
Miſs Harriet. | 

Miſs Har, I am only fo, when you perſiſt to tor. 
ment me. | 

Y. Cackit. [ Smiling.) And you really believe, 
that you don't love me? 

Miſs Har. Poſitively not. 

Y. Clackit. ¶ Conceitediy.] And you are very ſure 
now, that you hate me? | 

Miſs Har. Oh! moſt cordially. 

Y. Claclit. Poor young lady! 1 do pity you from 
my foul. 

Miſs Har. Than why won't you leave me? 

Y. Clackit. « She never told her love, 

But let concealment, like a worm i'th" bud, 

Feed on her damaſk cheek,” — | 
Take warning, Miſs, when you once begin to pine 
in thought, *tis all over with you; and be aſſured, 
fince you are obſtinately bent to give yourſelf ain, 
that if you once ſuffer me to leave this houle in 
a pet—do you mind me !—not all your fiyhing, 
whining, fits, vapours and hyſtericks, ſhall ever 
move me to take the. leaſt compaſſion on you—— 
coute qui coute 

Enter Heartly ard Sir Charles. 

Sir Char. I am overjoy'd to hear it—there they 
are, the pretty doves ! that is the age, neighbour 
Heartly, tor happineſs and pleaſure. 

Heart. I am willing you ſee, to loſe no time; 
which may convince you, Sir Charles, how proud! 
am of this alliance in our families. 

Sir Chay. The thoughts of it rejoices me gad 
I will ſend for the fiddles, and take a dance my- 
ſelf, and a fig for the gout and rheumatiſm.—But 
hold, hold—the lovers, methinks, are a littie out 
of humour with esch other—What is the matten 


| 


Y. Clackit. A trifle, Sir—the lady will tell you- 
Hum: à tun. 

Heart. You ſeem to be troubled, Harriet. 
What can this mean ? 

Miſs Har. You have been in an error, vi, 
about me—T did not undeceive you, becauſe | 
could not imagine, that the conſequences coull 
have been ſo ſerious and ſo ſudden but I am nov 
forced to tell you, that you have miſunderitou 
me—that you have diſtreſſed me 

Heart. How, my dear ? 

Sir Char, What do you ſay, Miſs? | 

Y. Clackit. Mademoiſelle is pleaſed to be out 
humour, but JI can't blame her; for, upon my bo. 
nour, I think a little coquetry becomes her. 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, ay—oh, ho —is that all! 
theſe little ſqualls ſeldom overſet the lover's bod, 

but drive it the faſter to port—ay, ay, ay— 

| Heart, Don't be uneaſy, my dear, that you hart 
declared your paſſion—be conſiſtent now, leſt you 
ſhould be thought capricious. 

Y. Clackit. Talk to her a little, Mr. Heartly, ft 
is a fine lady, and has many virtues, but ſhe dots 
not know the world, 

Sir Cbar. Come, come, you muſt be friend 
again, my children. 

Miſs Har. 1 beg you will let me alone, Sir. | 
Heart. For heaven's ſake, Miſs Harriet, expla 
this riddle to me. 

Mifs Har. I cannot Sir. I have diſcovered tht 
weakneſs of my heart—l have diſcovered it to 50% 
Sir; but your unkind interpretations, and reproath 


Ain Har. ' Vis moſt fincerely and literally true, ful looks, convince me, that I have already ſai 
TY, Claclit. Come, come, I know what I knaw= {but too much, 


[E vit. Heart!) m 


Sir Char. Well, but harkye, nephew—this is 
oing a little too far—what have you done to her? 
Heart. 1 never ſaw her ſo much moved before 
Y. Clackit. Upon my ſoul, gentlemen, I am as 
much ſurpriſed at it as you can be— the little bro- 
villerie between us, aroſe upon her perſiſting, that 

there wa? no paſſion, no penchant between us. 

Sir Char, Fl tell you what, Jack—there is a 
certain kind of impudence about you, that I don't 
approve of; and were I a young girl, thoſe coxco- 
mical airs of yours would ſurfeit me. | 
v. Clackit. But as the young ladies are not quite 
ſo ſque ami ſh as you, uncie, I fancy they will chuſe 
meas lam. Ha! hal- But what can the lady ob- 


z ject to? I have offered to marry her, is not that a 
| proof ſufficient that I like her? a young fellow muſt 
L have ſome affection that will go ſuch lengths tv in- 
dulgeit, Ha! ha! 

0 Pine Sir Char, Why really, friend Heartly, I don't 
Tured, ſee how a young man can well do more, or a lady 
f ain, deſire more - What ſay you, neighbour ? 

We in Heart. Upon my word, I am puzzled about it— 
zhing, ny thoughts upon the matter are ſo various, and 
| ever Wo confuſed. —Every thing I ſee and hear is ſo con- 
u— riitory—is ſo—the certainly cannot like any 


body elſe ? 

F Clackit. No, no, I'll anſwer for tha. 
E 
— waſſion for her is not ſincere, or like other young 
men of the times, you may grow careleſs upon 
marriage, and neglect her. 

T. Clackit, Ha! egad, you have hit it; nothing 


but a little natural delicate ſenſibilit 


time; 
roud| 


pad, | [Hums à ture. 
e my Heart. If fo, perhaps the violence of her re- 
— But proaches may proceed from the lukewarmneſs of 
tie out Hour profeſſions, 


latter, v. Clackit. Fe vsus demande pardsn—1 have ſworn 
to her a hundred and a hundred times, that ſhe 
Whould be the happieſt of her ſex—but there is no- 
ching ſurprizing in all this; it is the miſery of an 
r—_— heart, to be always doubtful of it's hap- 
pineſs. 

Heart. And if ſhe marries thee, I fear that ſhe'll 
we kept in a ſtate of doubt as long as ſhe lives. 


yOu 
a tun 


—— 


18 
zuſe | 


coult [ Half aſide. 
n nov Enter Lucy. 
Ito Lucy. Pray, gentiemen, what is the matter 


among you? and which of you has aftronted my 
miſtieſs? ſhe is in a prodigious taking yonder, and 
Whe vows to return into the country agnin—l can 
et nothing but ſighs from her. 

T. Ciacktt, Poor thing! 


out of 
ay ho- 
t all! WO2)—there's more rout about it than 'tis worth. 
| boat 
bigail, 
1 hav 
| you 


aviour is too particular for me not to be diſturbed 


Abit. | 

| Lucy. She defires, with the leave of theſe gen- 
tlemen, that when ſhe has recovered herſelf, ſhe 
mar talk with you alone, Sir, [ To Heartly. 
Neart. I ſhall with pleaſure attend ber. 

1 [Exit Lucy. 
T. Clzchir, Divin Bacchus. La, la, la! [ Sings. 
þ Sir Char. I wou'd give, old as | am, a leg or an 
um to be belov'd by that ſweet creature as you are, 


y, he 
e doei 


riend 


1 
xplail 


ed the 4 ack |! C3 OY , 

o 10. Clactit. And throw your gout and rheuma- 
roach! W into the bargain, uncie?—ha, ha! Divin 
TA chus, La, la, la, &c. [ Sings. 
m Yr Char, What the plague are you quavyering 


Tut GUARDIAN. 


e 


at? thou haſt no more feeling for thy happineſi 
than my ſtick here. | | 

Y. Clackit, I beg your pardon for that, my dear 
uncle, [Takes ou: a pocket looking -glajs. 

Sir Char. I wonder what the devil is come to 
the young fellows of this age, neighbour Heartly? 
why a fine woman has no effect upon 'em.-[s 
there no method to make 'em leſs fond of them- 
ſelves, and more mindful of the ladies ? 

Heart, 1 know but of one, Sir Charles. 
Fir Char. Ay, what's that? 

Heart. Why to break all the looking-glaſſcs in 
the kingdom. [ Poirting to V. Ciackit, 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, they are ſuch fops, ſo taken 
up with themſeives —zounds, when 1 was young, 
and in love 

T. Clackit. You were à prodigious fine ſight, to 
be ſure. 

Heart, Look'ye, Mr. Clackit, if Miſs Harriet's 
affections declare for you, ſhe muit not be treated 
with neglect or diſdain ; nor cou'd I bear it, Sir, 
Any man muſt be proud of her partiality to him, 
and he muſt be faſhionably inſenſible indeed, who 
wou'd not make it his darling care to defend from 
every inquietude the moſt delicate and tender of 
her ſex. 


' 


Heart. Or the may be fearful then, that your Heartly. 


| 


{ 


Sir Char, Moſt nobly and warmly ſaid, Mr. 
Go to her, nephew, directly throw 
yourſelf at her feet, and ſwear how much her 
beauty and virtue have captivated you, and don't let 
her go till you have ſet her dear little heart at reſt. 

Y. Clackit. I muſt deſire to be excus'd—wou'd 
you have me ſay the ſame thing over and over 
again? I can't do it poſitively—it is my turn to be 
piqu'd now. 

ir Char. Damn your conceit, 
it no longer. 

Heart, 1 am very ſorry to find that any young 
lady, ſo near and dear to me, ſhou'd beſtow her 
heart, where there is ſo little proſpect of it's being 
valued as it ought. However, I ſhall not oppoſe 
my authority to her inclinations; and ſo—who 
waits there? [Enter Servant.] Let the young. 
lady knw that I ſhall attend her commands in 
the library. [Exit Servant, ] Will you excuſe 
me, gentlemen ? 

Sir Chor. Ay, ay—we'll leave you to yourſelves ; 
and pray convince her, that I and my nephew ate 
moſt ſincerely her very humble ſervants, 

F. Clactit. O, yes, you may depend upon me. 

Heart. A very ſlender dependence truly. [ Aide. 

Exit. 

Y. Clackit. We'll be with you again to 3. 


Jack; I can bear 


Heart. I muſt enquire further in this; her be- ſure. 


\ 


| 


{ 


| Lucy, Poor thing! the devil take this love, 1; what your tete a tete produces, and in the mean time 
lam hers—and yours—adicu, 
. Clackir. I beg your pardon for that, Mrs. | ll, la, la! 


Come, uncle — fal, 


Sir Char. I could knock him down with plea- 
| Afde. 
[ Exeunt Sir Charles and Y. Clackit. 


A r N. 
SCENE, A Library. 
Heartly ( ſpeaking to à Servant.) 
| ELL Miſs Harriet, that 1 am here, If ſhe 
＋ is indiipoled, I will wait upon her in her own 
room. [ Exit Servant. 
However myſterious her conduct appears to me, 
yet till it is to be decyphered— this young gentle» 
man has certainly touch'd her-—there are ſome ob- 


jections to him, and among 19 many young men of 
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faſhion that fall in her way, the certainly might Miſs Har. Pray give me 2a moment's thought; 
have made a better choice : ſhe has an undefſtand- tis a terrible taſk, Mr. Heartly. 


ing to be ſenſible of this; and, if 1 am not miſ- | Heart. I know it is. Don't hurry yourſelf; | 


taken, it is a ſtruggle between her reaſon and her chall wait with patience, Come, Miſs Harriet, 
paſſion, that occaſions ail this confuſion. But here | Miſs Har. [ Difating.] © It is in vain for me tg 
the is, conceal, from one of your underſtanding, the ſe. 
Futer Nils Harriet. crets of my heart.“ 
Aliſs Har. | hope you are not angry, Sir, that I| Heart. The ſecrets of my heart [ Writing, 
left you (» abruptly, without making any axology? | Miſi Har. „ Tho* your humility and mode 
Heart. 1 am angry that you think any apolugy |** will not ſuffer you to perceive it“ F 
necellary, The matter we were upon was of ſuch! Jleart. Do you think, my dear, that he is much 
a delicate nature, that I was more pleaſ-d with yaur|tronbled with thoſe qualities? 
confultin, than I ſhou'd have been with your ex | M's Har, Pray indulge me, Sir. 
cuſs. You'il pardon me, my dear Heat. | beg your pardon.---Your hutnmility and 
M:*fs Har. 1 have reflected, that the perſon for | modefly will not ſuffer you to perceive it--[J/rire,,] 
whom | have conceiv'd a moſt tender regard may, 50. 
from the „ iſeſt motives, doubt of my pattion ang Miſs Har. “ Every thing tells you, that it i; 
therefore | would endeavour to anſwer all his ob- | you that 1 love.“ 
j-Qtions, d convince him how deſervint he is ot Heart, Verv well, [ Write, 
my higheſt efleem. | Miſs Har, Yes ;---yYou that I love ;---do von 
Heart 1 have not yet apprehended what kind of |undeiftand me? 
diſpute could arite b-tween you and Mr, Clackit J IIcart. O! yes, yesz---I underſtand you, that 
I would adviſe you both to come to a reconciliation {it is vo that i love.---This is very plain, my dear, 
as ſon as poflible. The law of nature is an im- Afar. | would have it ſo. - And tho'! 
perious one, and cannot, like thoſe of our country, | am alrealy ound in gratitude to you” 
be eaſily evade; and though reaſon may tuggett; Ia. In gratitude to Mr, Clackit ! 
ſome diſfagre* able refletions, yet when tne ſtioke Miſs Tir, Pray write, Sir. 


is to be ziven, we muſt ſubmit to ir, ' Heart, Weli---in gratitude to you; [ Writes]-.. 
lar. He ſtill continues in bis error, an4 11 muſt write what ſhe would have me. [ Aſide, 

cinnyut uneceive him. Jil. M Har. Vet my paſſion is a molt difinterelted 
Heart. Shall | take the liberty of telling vou, “ one” 

my dear. {Takirg ber bard.) You tiemble, Har- Heart. Moit diſintereſted one, [Writer 

riet —& hat is the matter with you? Mi Har, “ And to convince you, that you 
Mi lar. Nothing, Sir. Pray go on. oe much more to my affections“ 
Heart, I gueſs whence proceeds I your uneaſi-} Ieart. And then ? 

nett. You fear that the world will not be fo rea-| Nit Har. * 1 could wiſh that I had not expꝛ- 


gily convinced of this young gentleman's merit a % rienced? 


' 


vad are: and, indeed, I could with him more de- Heart. Sta, —ſtay : — had not experienced. 


ſ-r\iing of jou; but your regard for him gizes him [Mein. 
a merit he otherwiſe would have wanted, and al- Mijs Har, “ Your tender care of me in my in 
moſt makes me blind to his failings, Fancy.” 

Miſs Har. And would you adviſe me, Sir, to, It;zri. | Diſturbed, ] What did you ſay ?—Did! 
make choice of this grntieman ? hear right, or am I in a dream! [A. 

Heart, | would adviſe you, as I always have Miſs Har. Why, have I declared myſelf — He 
done, to conſuit your own heart upon ſuch an hate me for my folly, | [ Aide 
e Woe Heart. Harriet! 

M Har. If that is your advice, I will moſt re- Mig Har. Sir! 
I'giouſly fillow it; and, for the lest time, I ame Heart, Vo whom do you write this letter ? 
: folved to diſcover my real ſentiments; but as a con- Mifs Har. 'To—to—Mr. Clackit,—is it not ? 


f-flion of this kind will not hecome me, | have been | Heart. You muſt not mention, then, the care of 
thinking of ſome innocent Rratagem to ſpare my your infancy ; it would be ridiculous, 

biuthes, and in part to relieve me from the ſhame, Miſs Har. It would, indeed ;—l own it ;—itis 
of a declaration. Might | be permitted to write improper. 

to him 5. | Heart. What, did it eſcape you in your confuhon' 
Heart, | think you may, my dear, without the Miſs Har. It did indeed. 

[#att offence to zor delicacy: and indeed you! Heart. What mutt I put in it's place? 


wught to explain yourſelt; your late miſunderſtana- Miſs Har, Indeed 1 don't know. —I have fit 
ing makes it abſo, utely neceſſary. more than enough to make myſelf underſtood. 
Miſs lar. Will vou be kind enough to aſſiſt Heart. Then 1'il only finith your letter with the 
me ? will you write it for me, Sir? uſu] compliment, and ſend it away. 
Heart. Oh, n oft will.ngly! and as I am made a Miſs Hair. Yes—lrnd it away—if you think! 
party, it will r move all objections. ought to ſend it, 
Nin Hur. Iwill dictate to vou in the beſt man- Heart. | 1Triubled.] Onght to fend it! Who) 
ner | am alle. ( Sighi:g, there? -[ Erter a Servant. ] Carry this letter. 
Ileurt. And here is pen, ink, and Paper, to obe; [ An actin eſcapes from Harriet, as if ts birds! 
your commands. | Draws the tab. the ſending the letter.] 
Mitt Har. Lord, how my heart beats! 1 tear Als it not for Mr. Clackit ? 
cannot go through it, FAfae,, Miſs lian. Peeviſbly.] Who can it be for! 
Heart, Now, my Gear, | am ready, I u't be! Heart. [T the S-r-art. ] Here, take this letter i 
difturb'd, Mt is certainly a man of family, ana Mr. Clackit, Gives the letter. — Exit Servat' 
ih9 he has Come little ſaults, time and your virtues; Miſs Har. What a terrible ſituation! Ai 
will correct them. Come, what ſhall 1 write? Hearr, Jam thunderſtrack ! Ali. 


LP-- "2 ite. A Ilan | cannot ſpeak another word. [ Afi 
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ny dear, 
| tho'l 
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[ Aſide, 
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: | : the Lord Harry 

Heart. My prudence fails me ! 4 1 1 * 4 — — #/% 

r 09 my Hes, yy 4 Sir Cbar. I am his vanity's humble ſervant for 
dall die with confuſion. L901 8 3 

Enter Lucy. d T may ap-| Heart. He is of an age, Sir Charles —— 

8 3 ir wth 5 Si Ar Sir Char. Ay, of an age to be very imperti- 
mod & ny racagiraryr ann _ * . he nent; but I ſhall deſire him to be leſs free with his 
2 * ng Tow? Moog hrs | uncle for the future, I afiure him. 
de permitted to tee your , ; ter Lucy. 

Hlrart. [Afide.) I muft retire, to — 3 Do * le * 
weakneſs, 161 himfical es need not puzzle any more about the matter, —I 
Dany 2 l 6 is have got the ſecret.—I know the knight-errant 

at is the reavon, vals, s r diftreſs'd lady. | 
gone away without giving me an anſwer ? . Ie „ hy" rv I child > 

Miſs Har. [ Aſide.] What a contempt e muſt! 3 Whit, hat not the told you; Mie? 
have for me, to behave in this manner! [Exit Lucy. , [To Heartly. 

Lucy. Extremely well this, and er Baer. Met diveBity. | 
_ _ Er chien l wake 3 4 bl | Lu $o much the better, What pleaſure a 
—Ho, ho!—l thin ya "Mi Pp and tell it to all the 
Soppoſe ſhe ſhould not like young . 8 * 1 jo Ren yp _—_ 3 
after all; er: * . fegt. 4. P 
r Si Char. Well, what? 

ind to my good maſter, and ute finding her taſte Sir Char. ly a 'Le 
(like that of over girls at her age) moſt * 5 "wy in the firſt place, ſhe did not lik 
larly ridiculous, has not been ſo P « your _ and Lol the yore to. 

e mr eee ag 20 That ſhe had a moſt mortal antipathy for 
more of 1 _ - 1 1 the ks Ach men of this age; and that ſhe had ſet- 
N i of my miſtreis, and as 1 k : 
E's be | te fs an affront to my character, and tled 4 e upon ane of riper years, and 
I muſt have ſatisfaction Hume e 2d i IE : 
I wi:l go directly to my young miſtreſs, te:ze her, on _ hin the ence bat from « lrune ba th 
to death, till 1 am at the bottom of this; and if en mere en e G de, mays 
threatning, ſoothing, ſcolding, whiſpering, * : aſtancy, and more diſctetion of courſe. 
ing, and lying, will not prevail, I will e'en give er og and or ls very particuler, 
warning and go upon the ſtage. [Exit. Sir Chas. Ay, but it is very prudent for all that. 
Th N what has paſſed, Lucy. In ſhort, as the had openly declared 
PR te ] Ae creme dia _ 8 1 the nephew, I took upon me to ſpeak of his 
writing to this young fellow. - What am I tot ink uncle, bild? 
. pon 5 caſt ſuch a look, and fetch'd ſuch a ſigh, 
find himſelf weak in that quarter, Had not my _ © if ever 1 look'd and figh'd in my life, 1 
reaſon made a little. tand againſt my preſumption, _ 0 Lows hofs wich has. 
PP N "Sir Char. What the cevil !l-=Why ſurely—Eh, 
in my own favour; but] may well bluſh, thoug 1 1 :oke for certain=—Iir. Heartly !—Ek | 
alone, at my extravagant folly !—-Can it be pn, * 4 * 22 I do not Sir, —'twas in vain for me 
that ſo young a creature ſhould even caſt a thought | a 1 * nothing cou'd be ſo ridiculous as ſuch a 
TBE ins apes; mere Phone! 55 * — Nay, Sir, I went a little further, (you'll 
r EY Ce ER ne Gr he 
nuns ts akewiodge thats. fe 4 very. tow 1 2. 4 why he is old and gouty, aſthmatic, rheu- 
appearances, there = A —— reaſons that de- * Pad c, ſpleen-atic.-It ſignified nothing, 
{troy lo ridiculous a ſuppoſition. %; eee 

7 : Enter Sir Charles. . S any mare need not have told herall that. 

Res. Puts 0c." TOO when hs EY 4 L am perſuaded, Sir Charles, that a oY 
hope for ? : un 2 ; i ill prevail more with that 

Heart. Upon my word, Sir, I am till * en hats wh : 9 faſhionable accom- 
forward, Ik . | : 1 t, neighbour, I have : 

Sir Char, What the devil is the meaning of all — _ * + gan 7 3 Ha 7 mai 
hls ?- There never fore were lovers (© 1 TY lad; 1 in truth, I am rather in 
dring together. But have you not been a little too the 2 than my autumn; ſhe muſt mean 
INS eee bod "elſe Now I think again,—lIt can't be 
now, the ſeem'd a little out of bumour—and, ee, N + it can't be me. WD 
on my faith, not the leſs beautiful for a little ey tell you it is, Sir. —You are the 

outing, | i it: and what they de- 
P Hark, Upon my word, Sir Charlcs, what I can 2 oſs e e ee wy Nel 4 — 
collect from her behaviour is, that your nephew Is, Cree, 2 NN. a bad Why then, Monſieur 
bel T cs 3 1 all Kone a little laugh with you— Ha, 

elieve. * it- bit is my nice Sir 

Sir Charles, Egad, like enough z—but hold, ha, 3 on A ers * 8 1 . A ee 
hold—this muſt be looked a little ingo z if it is your _ Not # word for er life. Well hack 
ſo, I wou'd be glad to know, why, and wherefore,| he come: : 


Sr : | 
I have been made ſo ridiculous.——Eb, maſter at him moſttriumphantlv, Ha, ha! but mum, mum, 


bis : | Muſt Hag, wvicbout. 
Hearty, does he take mg for his fool, bis Leaft,, [Muſic plays 
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Enter Y oung Clackit. 


T. Clackit. T 
Bravo, bravo! Meſſieurs Vocal and Iaſtrumental 
—Stay in that chamber, and I will let you know 
the time for your appearance. | To. the muficians. | 
Meeting by accident with ſome artiſts of the ſtring, 
and my particular friends, I have brought em to 
celebrate Mifs Harriet's and my approaching hap- 
inefs. a ä [ To Heartly. 

Sir Char. Do you hear the puppy? [To Lucy. 

Heart, It is time to clear up all miſtakes. 

Sir Char, Now for it. 

Heart. Miſs Harriet, Sir, was not deſtin'd for you. 

T. Clackit. What do you ſay, Sir ? 

Heart. That the young lady has fix'd her affec- 
tions upon another. 

7. Clackit. Upon another? | 

Sir Char. Yes, Sir, arnotber—that is Engliſh, 
Sir, and you may tranſlate it into French, it you 
Hke it better. 

V. Clack. Vous &tes bien drele mon oncle.-- Ha, ha! 

Sir Char. Ay, ay, ſhew your teeth, you have 
nothing elſe for it; —— but ſhe has fix'd her heart 
upon ant her, I tell you. | 

T. Clack. Very well, Sir, extremely well. 

Sir Char. And that other, Sir, is one to whom 
vou owe great reſpect. 

T. Clack. I am his moft te ſpectful humble ſervant, 

Sir Char. You are a fine youth, my ſweet ne- 
phew, to tell me a ſtory of a cock and a bull, of 
you and the young lady, when you have no more 
Intereſt in her than the Czar of Muſcovy, 


That will do moſt divinely well. 


ARDIAN., 


| Enter Miſe Harriet. | 

Miſi Har. Bleſs me, Mr. Heartly, what is aj 
this muſic for in the next room ? 

Y. Clackit. I brought the gentlemen of the 
ſtring, Mademoiſelle, to convince you, that [ feel, 
as I ought, the honour you have done mie --[Sbew- 
ing the letter.] But for heaven's ſake be fiucete , 
I'tile with theſe good folks; they tell me here that 
Jam nobody, and there is another happier than 
myſelf, and for the ſoul of me, I don't cow hoy 
to believe them. Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
| Sir Chat. Let us hear Miſs ſpeak. 
| Miſs Har. It is a moſt terrible taſk; but I am 
compell'd to it; and to heſitate any longer wou'd 
be injurious to my guardian, his friend, this young 
gentleman, and my own character. 

J. Clackit. Moſt judicious, upon my ſoul, 

Sir Char. Hold your tongue, Jack. 

F. Clackit, J am dumb. 

Miſs Har. You have all been in an error. NV 
| baſhfulneſs may have deceiv'd you, my heart ne. 
ver did, | 
V. Clack. C' vai. 

Miſs Har. Therefore, before I dechre my ſen. 
timents, it is proper that I diſavow any engage. 
ment :---bet ac the ſame time muſt confels— 
F. Ciackic., Ho ho?! 
| Mi Hur. With tear and ſhame conteſs ru 
| Y. Click. Courage; Mademiiſeiie ! 

Ni., Har. That another, not vou, Sir, has 
gain a power over my heart. [ To V. Clackit. 
Sir Char. Anothei, not you; mind that jack, 


Y. Clack. | Smiling.] But, my dear uncle, don't Ha! ha! 


carry this jeſt too far---1 ſhall begin to be uneafy. | 


Sir Char. Ay, ay, I know your vanity: you 


think now that the women are all for you young 


Sellows. 
Y. Clack. Nine hundred and ninety-nine in a 
thouſand, I believe, uncle, Ha, ha, ha! 
Sir Char, You'll make a damn'd fooliſh figure, 
by ans by, Jack. 

F. Clackit. Whoever mv precious rival is, he muſt 
prepare himſelf for a littie humility; for be he ever 
40 mighty, my dear uncle, I havethat in my pocket 
will lower his top-ſails for him. 

Searching bis pocket. 
Sir Char. Well, what's that? 
T. Clackit. A fourteen pounder only, my good 
uncle -a letter from the lady. 
| [Takes it our of bis pocket. 
Sir Char. What, to you ? 


Miſs Har. It is a power indeed, which he de- 
| ſpiſes.---1 cannot be deceived in his conduct. 
Modeſty may tie the tongve of our ix, but ſilence 
in him could proceed only from contempr. 

Sir Char. How prettily the reproaches me 
But I'll ſoon makait up with her. 
' MAfijs Har. As to that letter, Sir; your error 
| there is excuſable; and I own myſelf in that parti- 
cular a little blameable.— But it was not my fault 
that it was ſent to youz and the contents muſt 
have told you, that it could nat poſſibly be meant 
for vou. [To Y. Clackit, 
Sir Char. Proof poſitive, Jack :—ſay no more. 
Now is my time to begin, Hem! —hem!— 
Sweet young lady !—hem'—whoſe charms are {» 
mighty, ſo far tranſcending every thing that we 
read of in hiſtory or fable, how could you pofiiv'y 
think that my filence proceeded from contempt? 


V. Clackit. To me, $ir---this moment —_— it natural or prudent, think you, Tour a nan 


and overflowing with the tendereſt ſentiments... 


Sir Char. Tu you! | 
J. Clackir. Mot undoubtedly.---She reprozches 


me with my exceſſive modeſty. There can be no 


mitake. 
Sir Char, What letter is this he chatters about? 
[Te Heartly. 

Heart. One wi.tten by me, and dictated by the 
young lady. 

Kir Char. What! ſent by her to him? 

Heart. | believe to. 

Sir Char, Weil, but then !---how the devil 
Mrs. Lucy '!--Eh! -What becomes of your ſine ſtory? 

Lucy. I don't underitand it. 

Sir Char. Norl! 

Heart. | Hefitating,} NG -I! 

T. Clackit. Bug | do---and ſo you will all pre- 
fently.--- Well, my deat uncle, what are you aſto- 
nithed, petrify'd, annihilated ? 

Li- Char. Wit): your imoudence, Jack -- -BPut 
1h fre i; wut. 


kn, 
__ 


of ſixty-five, nay, juſt entering into his tixty-fixth 

year 
FV. Chick. O mijericorde ! What is my uncle my 
rival! Nay then, I all burft, by Jupiter Jenn 
Ha! ha! ha! 

ATiſs Har. Don't imagine, Sie, thet to me your 
age is any fault. | 
Sir Char'ss. { Bowing. | You are very obiigingy 
Madam. 

Aſifs Ilar. Neither is it, Sh, a merit of that 
extraordinary nature, that 1 mond ſacrince to it 
an inchinstion which ] have conciivel for another. 

Sir har. How 15 this ? . 

. Clickit, Anvthor! not zou, — mind that, 
uncle. 

ö Lucy. What is the meaning of ail this ! 

T. Clackic. Proof poſitive, wuncli-—und very poſi 
tive. | 

Si Char. 1 have Leen led into a miſtake, Ma: 
Am, which hope you Wii: excyirt.; and I bay? 
male myſelf very tidrulons, which ! ope, 1 hal 


—m— — 
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forget :=——And fo, Madam, I am your humble 
ſervant. ——This young lady has ſomething very 
extraordinary about her | 

Heart. What I now ſee, and the remembrance of 
what is paſt, force me to break ſilence. 

Y. Clackir. Ay, now for it. Hear him— hear him. 

Heart. O my Harriet! -I too muſt be diſgrac'd 
in my turn.---Can you think that I have ſecn and 
convers d with you unmov'd ?---indeed I have not. 
— [he more I was ſenſible of your merit, the 


my heart. But now 1 can no longer teſiſt the 
violence of my paſſion, which caſts me at your feet, 
the moſt unworthy indeed of all your admirers, but 
of all the moſt affectionate. 

Y. Clackit. So, ſo, the moon has changed, arid 
the grown gentlemen begin to be friſky. 

Lucy, What, my maſter in love too !- -I never 
truſt theſe tie-wigs again. { Ajide. 

Miſs Har. I have refuſed my h Charies 


Hung 


and to Sir 


caprice, the other of ſingulrity.—- Should I retuſe 
my hand a third time, | Smiling. ] I might draw upon 
myſelf a more ſevere reproach----and therefore 1 ac- 
cept your favour, Sir, and will endeavour to de- 
ſerve its 

Heart, And thus I ſeal my acknowledgments. 
and from henceforth devote my every thought, and 
all my ſervices, to the author of my happineſs. 
„ has [ Kiſſes ber hard. 
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Tus GUARDIAN. 


ſtronger were my motives to ſliſte the ambition of 


and this young gentleman :---the one accuſes me of 


Lucy. Since matters are ſo well ſettled, give me 


It 


leave, Sir, to*cbngratulate you on your ſucceſs--- 
and my young lady on her judgment.---You have 
my taſte exactly, Miſs; ripe fruit for my money z 
when-it is too green it ſets one's teeth on edge, 
and when too mellow, it has no flavour at all. 

Sir Char. Hold your tongue, you baggage! [Ts 
Lucy.] Well, my dear diſcreet nephew, are you 
ſatisfied with the fool's part you have given me, 
and play'd yourſelf, in the farce ? 

Y. Clackit. What would you have me ſay, Sir? I 
am too much a philoſopher to fret myſelf, becauſe 
the wind, which was eaſt this morning, is now 
weit. -The poor girl in pique has kill'd herſelf, to 
be revenged on me; but harkye, Sir, 1 believe 
Heartly will be curſed mad to have me live in his 
neighbourhood. A word to the wiſe. 

Sir Char. Thou haſt a moſt incorrigible vanity, 
Jack, and nothing can cure thee.— Mr, Heartly, 
i have ſenſe enough, and friendſhip enough, not to 
be uneafy at your happineſs. 

Hrart. I hope, Sir Charles, that we ſhall ſtill 
continue to live as neighbours and friends. For 
you, my Harriet, words cannot expreſs my won- 
der or my joy; my future conduct muſt tell you 
what a ſenſe I have of my happineſs, and how 
much I ſhall endeavour to deſerve it. 


| 


4 


| 


| 


| 


| 


{ 


| 


For ev'ry charm that ever yet bleſs'd youth, 
Accept compliance, tenderneſs, and truth; 

My friendly care ſhali change to grateful love, 
And the fond huſband till the Guan DAN prove, 


I cioons 


